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write an Eastern tale. Military chieftains, clothed in bril-
liant colours and sumptuous furs, and attended by a cortege
of officers equally splendid, continually passed us. Now,
for the first time, a dervish saluted me: and now a delhi,
with his high cap, reined in his desperate steed, as the suite
of some pacha blocked up some turning of the street. It
seemed to me that my first day in a Turkish city brought
before me all the popular characteristics of which I had
read, and which I expected occasionally to observe during
a prolonged residence. I remember, as I rode on this
day, I observed a Turkish sheik, in his entirely green
vestments; a scribe, with his writing materials in his
girdle; an ambulatory physician and his boy. I gazed
about me with a mingled feeling of delight and wonder.

Suddenly a strange, wild, unearthly drum is heard, and
at the end of the street a huge camel, with a slave sitting
cross-legged on its neck, and beating a huge kettledrum,
appears, and is the first of an apparently interminable
procession of his Arabian brethren. The camels were
large; they moved slowly, and were many in number.
There were not fewer than one hundred moving on one by
one. To me, who had till then never seen a caravan, it
was a novel and impressive spectacle. All immediately
hustled out of the way of the procession, and seemed to
shrink tinder the sound of the wild drum. The camels
bore corn for the Vizir's troops encamped without the
walls.

At length I reached the house of a Greek physician, to
whom I carried letters, .My escort repaired to the quarters
of their chieftain's son, who was in the city in attendance OB
the Grand Vizir, and for myself I was glad enough once
more to stretch my wearied limbs under a Christian roof.